S.S. "SAN TELMO," GUADALQUIVIR

ON THE DECK of this ship, basking in the sunshine of a
Spanish noon, you might once have seen six prospectors,
in a land of promise for the duck shooter. Sir Randolf
Baker, Mr. Herman de Zoete, Captain Eric Smith and
Mr. E. T. Tatham are men of prowess with a gun.
Uncle Jim (you will hear more of him later) can be classed
as a grand enthusiast upon whom time is now laying her
hand, while the author should figure with the "also rans,"

We arrived at Seville, city of donkeys and oranges,
some forty-six hours after leaving London and at once
repaired to the Hotel Alphonse XIII. I had a suspicion
that some of the senior members of the party wanted to
send a post card of the town home to their wives and
dependants, or to drink a gin-fizz before embarking upon
the boat. I personally can vouch that both of these things
were done, possibly luckily so, the only letter written to
date having been in the Biarritz express by Uncle Jim
upon the blotting-paper of my writing-pad. He gave it
up in disgust on finding out his error.

At about midday we went aboard the San Telmo> one
of the fleet of the Islas steamship line; as we had expected
a rather ordinary house-boat (Thames variety) upon
which to live, our surprise was most agreeable. The
ship, though in her fifty-second year, was capable of
carrying six hundred passengers, and had been fitted
out for ten in our case. An excellent Spanish chef was
on board, and a waiter and assistant both capable of
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